"Instructions! No! Tell 'em to keep a long arm's length away from
me and do their damned worst!"
At Bristol, where I joined Mr J. H. Chute's stock company in 1861,
we had no experience of that kind, perhaps because there was no Kean
alive to give it to us. And I dont think that our "worst" would have been
so very bad. Mr Chute, who had married Macready's half-sister, was a
splendid manager, and he contrived to gather round him a company
which was something more than "sound."
Several of its members distinguished themselves greatly in after years.
Among these I may mention Miss Marie Wilton (now Lady Bancroft)
and Miss Madge Robertson (now Mrs Kendal).
Lady Bancroft had left the company before I joined it, but Mrs
Kendal was there, and so was Miss Henrietta Hodson (afterwards Mrs
Labouchere). I was much struck at that time by Mrs Kendal's singing.
Her voice was beautiful. As an example of how anything can be twisted
to make mischief, I may quote here an absurd tarradiddle about Mrs
Kendal never forgetting in after years that in the Bristol stock company
she had to play the singing fairy to my Titania in "A Midsummer
Night's Dream." The simple explanation was that she had the best voice
in the company, and was of such infinite value in singing parts that no
manager in his senses would have taken her out of them. There was no
question of my taking precedence of her, or of her playing second fiddle
to me.
Miss Hodson was a brilliant burlesque actress, a good singer, and a
capital dancer. She had great personal charm, too, and was an enormous
favourite with the Bristol public. I cannot exactly call her a "rival" of
my sister Kate's, for Kate was the "principal lady" or "star," and Henri-
etta Hodson the "soubrette," and, in burlesque, the "principal boy."
Nevertheless, there were certainly rival factions of admirers, and the
friendly antagonism between the Hodsonites and the Terryites used to
amuse us all greatly.
We were petted, spoiled, and applauded to our hearts' content, but I
dont think it did us any harm. We all had scores of admirers, but their
youthful ardour seemed to be satisfied by tracking us when we went to
rehearsal in the morning and waiting for us outside the stage-door at
night.
When Kate and I had a "benefit" night, they had an opportunity of
coming to rather closer quarters, for on these occasions tickets could be
bought from members of the company, as well as at the box-office of the
theatre.
Our lodgings in Queen Square were besieged by Bristol youths who
were anxious to get a glimpse of the Terrys. The Terrys demurely chatted
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